286                         MY   EARLY    LIFE

to take the place of speech when Rv<4wv and miiuirry failed,
But he bore his terrible fate with the j;iv;ifrst srlf-rontrol,

and even with a certain quiet cheerfulne:-.s h was h;in(swing,
too, to see with what love and devotion my mother nursed her
sick husband, and how nothing in the world \\onld persuade
her to believe the awful truth. She \vonld no! j;nisp the fact

that her glorious ImslKind was biin^ killed by an incurable
cancer. Mackenzie still remained the ijreaf man who had her
confidence and beside whom Hie pessiniistie (ienuan duelurs
were as nothing. The diagnosis of cancer, with which he
himself had agreed in November, lie had in (he meantime once
more light-heartedly abandoned, and had inspired my mother
with renewed optimism. In addition, ptveisety during
the days when 1 was present*, a, eertain improvement' showed
itself under her faithful nursing. In the morning the sick man
was able to sit in the garden or on the balcony and enjoy the
warm sun of the South, and often, too, from the balcony to
greet the strangers, who came iu hosts, full, of ^nititwie for
their sympathy.

A migration to Germany might, therefore, very well have
taken place, in order to meet the wishes of the Kmperor, if
the winter at home had not been exceptionally cold awl
stormy. For this reason it was derided to await the ooming
of warmer weather, and I left: without having carried out my
commission, I could only arrange with Dr. von Herrmann,
who also wished to return to (lOiroany in the course of the
next few days, that he should obtain a promise from Mackenzie
to bring my father home in the event of his growing worse*
In addition, his assistant. Dr. Hramunn, who had performed
the operation of tracheotomy, was to telegraph in cypher to
Leuthold every day as to my father's condition, Mons I could
not do.

Deeply depressed and hopeless I travelled back to Berlin,

*                    *                     #

When on the 7th March 1 arrived in Berlin, the doctors were
counting the life of my beloved grandfather only by hours ;
already his pulse was continually ceasing to beat. It is